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Apology 


Author's Notes: 
Most of it came pretty smoothly, though | think | fudged the end a bit, kinda forgot what | originally wanted to 
do when | got there.. Any thoughts? 


Scott slumped forward, leaning his elbows on the cool surface of the table. He glanced down, idly examining the 
speckled surface for a moment, soon losing interest. Still hunched forward, he took a look around the almost 
empty diner, straightening himself out as he realized the lone, elderly couple across the room would never 


recognize him, anyway. 


He glanced out the window, squinting to see through the dark. No sign of her at all. He pushed up his sleeve, 
glancing down at his watch. She was a half an hour late. With an inaudible sigh, he peered out into the darkness 
again, looking then to the flickering orange glow from the street light just above the nearly abandoned parking 
lot. He bit his lip a little, starting to think she wouldn't show at all, thinking that he should leave. 


No, there was no turning back now. He'd gotten that far, and they'd agreed to meet, he couldn't bail out now. 
Really, he had no idea why he was so worried she wouldn't show up. She didn't like blowing people off; she just 


didn't have a habit of being punctual. 


He faced downward once again, looking over at the white mug and saucer a few inches away, still half full with 
coffee. He studied it for a moment, noticing the chip near the handle, distracting him enough that he didn't 


hear the heavy click of heels against the linoleum floor. 
"Hey, can | freshen your cup, son?" 


He almost jumped, immediately looking up at the question. He swallowed, looking up at the heavy-set, jovial 
waitress, watching her lift a pot of coffee. 


"No, I'm fine for now..thanks, though," he answered weakly, peeling his eyes away. He could almost feel her 


warm, caring smile in response. 


"Okay, honey, you just holler if you change your mind," she said, tone sweet. Scott glanced back up at her, just 
long enough to catch one last glimpse of that sweet smile before she walked back to the kitchen 


He promptly looked back down, slowly reaching up and absently running his finger along the rim of the mug. 
Fuck, maybe he should've taken that coffee, he had no idea how long she would keep him waiting. But how much 
longer could it take? He'd told her on the phone how important this was, did she decide to omit that little tidbit 


from her memory? 


When his finger touched the chip, he pulled his hand back, resting it on the table. He started drumming his 
fingers against the cold table, looking around the diner once again. The two old folks were getting up and leaving, 
leaving money for the food and a tip for that same, kindly waitress. He made a mental note to leave her a 


large amount, just for that sweet smile. 


Another quick glimpse out the window, but still nothing. Only the waitress's car, the cook's, and the old couple's 
RV parked near the lamp, all accompanied by the darkness. But even that homely old RV would be gone, soon, 
and he'd practically be alone. 


He watched from the corner of his eye as they left, hearing the camper rev up a good five minutes later. In 
the back of his mind, he wondered why in God's name people that old were driving so late, but it didn't really 
matter. He chewed his lip, staring forward at the empty side of the booth across from him. He surveyed the 


room, catching the waitress's eye for a moment, getting him another smile. 


Slowly, he reached forward, taking the mug into his hands. He wasn't really planning on drinking any, but he had 
little better to do. Hell, people could waste a whole day at Starbucks, so why couldn't he kill a few minutes at 
Lucy's Diner? 


He slowly pulled it closer, and just as he was about to take a sip of the now-icy coffee, he saw headlights pull 
into the small, dusty parking lot. The cup immediately met the saucer once more, and he looked outside, 


instantly recognizing the car. 


An inaudible sigh of relief left his lips as the car came to a halt, headlights turning off, and a figure stepping 
out into the darkness. He leaned back into the seat, looking back at his watch. So, she had managed to show up 
forty minutes after they had agreed, that was better then other times. 

Eyes soon fell back to the table, but he could imagine the waitress staring at the entrance, waiting to look 


over her next guest. 


And sure enough, when he looked up, she was. A weak, ghost of a smile appeared on his lips, fading as soon as 


it came. 


She soon entered, forcing the door open with both hands. She looked like she always did, it was no surprise; 
bleached hair hanging where it wanted, bright lipstick against pale skin, short little skirt paired with an equally 
skimpy shirt. He couldn't imagine her any other way, though. It just wouldn't be natural. 


He watched her flash the waitress a large smile, which was returned. The blonde surveyed the room, glimpsing 


down at the bag that hung from her arm before she turned and noticed him. 


"Hell of a place you picked, Scott,” she said loudly, shoes thumping loudly as she walked toward him, "Really 
outta the way, y'know? Fuck, you planning on killing me and dumping my body out here?" 


Another, genuine smiled grew on his face. "Good seeing you again, too, Courtney...” he answered, watching her 


flop into the empty bench across from him. 
Before they could say anything, the cheery waitress appeared, coffee pot and second mug in hand. 
"Coffee, sweetie?" she asked, directing the question at Courtney, who gave a large nod in response. 


"Oh yeah, that'd be great," she said, still smiling, turning her attention to Scott, "God, | didn't know there were 


places like this around anymore!" 


He glanced up at the small smile that danced on the waitress’s lips as she filled the coffee, watching her look 


at him once again. 


"You want a fresh cup, hun?" she asked. Scott thought about it for a moment, then nodded. She took the mug 
without a word, careful not to spill the contents, and quickly walked off. 


Scott soon turned his attention back to the girl across from him, watching as she looked around, eyes lit up. 


"Fucking awesome, man," she mused, turning back to him. "But like | said, outta the way. That's why l'm late, 
kept getting lost..had to ask a guy with three teeth for directions." He watched her finger the mug, reaching 
for one of the sugar packets in a small bowl at the side of the table. "So.why'd ya schedule this meeting, 
then?" 


He watched her tear the packet open, dump the sugar into her coffee and reach for another, wondering what 
exactly he should say. With all the fucking time he was waiting for her, one would've thought he would've 
formulated some way to approach it, but instead, he had silently bitched about how late she was. 


She looked up, pouring more sugar into her coffee, raising a dark eyebrow. He was about to say something, but 
the waitress once again appeared, leaving his mug. They exchanged a weak smile, and she walked off, his 
attention once again turning to the girl before him. 

"Just. just wanted to say.." he murmured, reaching for one of the small containers of creamer left next to 
the sugar. He cut himself off, simply watching her rip open three more packets of sugar and shake as much 
as she could get from them into her coffee. "Jesus Christ.." he continued, "You'll put yourself in a coma with 
that." 

A large smile played on her face as she took a large sip. "Damn, that's it? That's all you wanted to say? Fuck, 
you could've said that over the phone, couldn't you have?" So much sarcasm dripped from her voice that he 
couldn't help but laugh a little. 


He studied her for a moment, pouring the cream into his coffee, reaching for a spoon 


"What, | got something on my face?" she asked, moving the mug down. He shook his head a litle, nonchalantly 
stirring the coffee. 


"Sorry." he whispered, watching the dark and light liquids mix as if it were interesting. She cocked her head in 
response, setting the coffee down. 


"What? Sorry?" she asked, blinking, "The fuck for?" 
He looked up, releasing the spoon. "You know what I'm talking about..y'know, for everything." 
Again, more silence, that confused look still on her face. 


"Don't play stupid, Courtney. You're too smart to pull off the dumb blonde routine, you know that." he 


continued. 


She stifled a sigh as best she could, and he watched her reach for another sugar packet in the corner of his 


eye. 


"Yeah..." she admitted, "| do know what you're talking about. Just don't know why the hell you're apologizing, or 
making such a big fucking deal of it." 


He started to stir his coffee once again, wondering if he really wanted any. 


"Qooooohhhhhhh..now | get it." she said, shaking more sugar into her coffee. "Twelve-steppin’ it?" 


A small smile crept onto his face, shaking his head just a little. "Well..rehab, yeah..| know you heard about 
everything already--" 


"Really, it doesn't fucking matter, I'm not the one you should be fixing things up with, anyway. Too fucked up to 


care half the time, so why do you have to apologize to me for?" 


She took another sip, waiting for his response. Her tone was truly priceless, a mixture of her brand of wit and 


actual compassion. He studied her for a moment, shaking his head. 


"| should." he said, earning an eyebrow raise. "My counselor's idea..y'know, | never took it seriously when they 


said to apologize to people your addiction's hurt..maybe that's where | fucked up, y'know?" 


Courtney smiled, setting her mug down "Still don't see why you're fucking apologizing to me, though," she said, 
eyeing him. "We were both fucked up. And it's not like you gave me any STDs or anything.” 


He smiled again. "Shut up.." he laughed. She laughed a little, too, smudging some of the lipstick she had left on 
the mug. 


"But you didn't! No bad junk, either. Always knew where to get the good junk." she said, trailing off. It was such 


a sour note for both of them, it was hard to believe. The laughter died, their smiles faded, all in an instant. 

| really need to say it, though. I'm sorry, Courtney. | fucking mean it, too." He paused, but picked back up as he 
saw her lips part to say something. "Before you ask why l'm apologizing..it's for the hell | put you through, 
okay?" 


Their eyes met, focusing only on each other. "I still have no idea what you're talking about..you aren't talking 


out your ass?" 
"Courtney, don't, pl--" 
"We were both in hell already..just nice to have company.” 


He blinked, quickly looking back to his coffee. "No, really, | mean it. Look at you.." he started, eyes looking 


downward again, "It's like | fucking drained you or something.” 


She placed a single finger under his chin, lifting his face so they were looking one another in the eye. "You did 
that to a lot of fucking people, Scott." she said softly, her voice burning into his mind. "Janina, to Dean..that's 
why they're gone." 


He remained silent, an off-color smile coming to her face. "That's why you're paying alimony out the ass, too," 


she laughed. 


Scott managed to form a slight glare. "Fuck you, Courtney," he murmured lowly. The laughter stopped. 


"Fuck me? No, fuck you, dude. | thought you came here to say you were sorry, for fuck's sake.." she griped, 


her voice fading as she took another drink. 
He drooped in his seat. "You're right..but do you really have to bring that up? | mean--" 


"What the fuck do you care? You're already married again, got kids. Hell, you guys got a picket fence yet?" she 
asked, an odd smirk still playing on her lips. 


"The hell are you getting at?" he asked again, glancing down at his coffee to avoid eye contact. 
"Just wondering why you're so intent on making amends when it seems you've done such a great job of moving 
on... mean, you even have a new band to replace the old one.." she explained, clicking her crimson nails on the 


table. 


| already told you, it was my counselor's idea..| don't want to fuck this up," he shot back quickly, barely looking 
at her. 


"I get it, | get it. One of those things when you start a ‘new phase’ in your life, and you have to tie up all the 
loose ends from the last one, | get it. But." she started, eyes fixing themselves on him, "You really oughtta 
think about apologizing to the people who need to hear it..glad to be your practice, but." 

She cut herself off, noticing that he hadn't yet done so. 

"They wouldn't talk to you." she said. 

He gave a weak nod in response. 

"Huh, imagine that.." she said, the sarcasm in her voice making it sound almost like she was talking to someone 
else. He pursed his lips, not really knowing how to respond. Should he try and look hurt, try and garner a bit of 
sympathy, or should he just force another smirk and ignore it, adding it to her long list of off-color jokes? 
"Mhm, listen," she started, pulling his hand forward and brushing his sleeve back to see his watch. He studied 
her for a moment, their eyes soon meeting. "It's late, l'm sure everyone's wondering where you are..so | think 
lIl go." 


He blinked, looking her in the eye. "That anxious to get away from me, then?" he asked. 


"No," she answered quickly, heels clicking against the floor as she stood. "Just really no point in staying, seeing 


as I've accepted your apology n all” 


A barely-there smile crept onto his face. "Thanks for talking to me.." he answered softly. 


"No prob," she said, "Just, uh, stick with blondes, ‘k?" 

He blinked, raising an eyebrow. "What..? The fuck are you getting at?" 
A cheeky grin crept onto her face. “Don't play dumb with me.." 

Scott stared at her incredulously. "You aren't saying | should." 


"Oh, go for it, you wimp," she said, reaching into her bag, retrieving a cigarette and lighter, "Just don't fuck 
this one up." 


What she said sounded personal, but he didn't bring it up, just answered with a smile and a nod. He asked for a 
cigarette, quickly receiving one. He thanked her again, glad that she had been understanding. He stood as she 
left, taking a drag as she walked for the door. She had accepted his apology, given him some of that 
forgiveness he sought, and he could see through it all, see through to the pain she had hidden. 


It slowly came to him as she left the little diner that he couldn't just say he was sorry, he'd have to show 


her, and show everyone in order to make his apologies... 


